RALPH    RASHLEIGH
pain In his wrists and arms was increasingly excruciating.
Long before Tuesday came he longed for death, and once
in his torment ran his head violently against an angle of
one of the sheds in the hope of accomplishing unconscious-
ness, if not death itself. His strength was too far spent to
enable him to inflict more than numbing bruises on his
skull.
At last Tuesday morning came and Tom Row came to
release him. Fouled with his own excrement, his whole
body loathsome with dirt. It was decided that he must wash
before being taken to court. His handcuffs were taken off
for this purpose, but the anguish of bringing his arms
round into their natural position was so intense that he
collapsed In a swoon. He came to in a puddle of water,
which a sneering constable had flung over him from a
bucket. His wrists were swollen to twice their natural
size, and when he tried to wash, he found that he could
not bend his elbows. The constable therefore assisted him,
with rough and obscene comments, and presently he was
ready to start for the dreaded court.
When it came to re-handcuffing him, there could not
be found a single pair of darbies to fit his swollen wrists, and
the officials were therefore grudgingly compelled to have
him taken to Penrith without any. He was put In charge
of a constable, who was given strict orders to crack his
head If he made the slightest attempt to escape. They
reached the court-house without any incident, Rashleigh
being too weak and spent even to want to escape. There
were a great many men from Emu Plains brought up to
answer various charges, mostly fabricated by the tyrannical
overseers, and the majority of them had been summarily
tried and sentenced to seventy-five or a hundred lashes,
before Rashleigh's turn came to appear before the court.
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